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People were friendly, the clock in the hands of the

soldiers
For this moment had nothing to say.

And nothing to say and the glasses are raised, we are

happy
Drinking through time, and a world that is gentle and

helpless
Survives in the pub and goes up the smoke of your

breath,

The regulars doze in the corner, the talkers are fluent;
Look now in the faces of those you love and remember
That you are not thinking of death.

But thinking of death as the lights go out and the glasses
Are lowered, the people go out and the evening
Goes out ah goes out like a light and leaves you alone,
As the heart goes out, the door opens out into darkness,
The foot takes a step, and the moment, the moment of

falling
Is here, you go down like a stone,

Are you able to meet the disaster, able to meet the
Cold air of the street and the touch of corruption, the

rotting

Fingers that murder your own in the grip of love ?
Can you bear to find hateful the faces you once thought

were lovely,
Can you bear to find comfort alone in the evil and

stunted,
Can you bear to abandon the dove ?

The houses are shut and the people go home, we are

left in
Our islands of pain, the clocks start to move and the

powerful